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hers, Mrs Tewler's ideas might have been more explicit,
" Sometimes I can't make head or tail of it," Mrs. Tewler
would complain, but really it was the tail she lost. She
wanted to know, for Dearest One's sake, what were all those
dreadful things that lay in wait for the unguarded young,
underneath the sunken tail and the raised eyebrows. She
wanted particulars and she got this sort of thing.
'" Sometimes I think it's the good ones really make the
bad ones.  For after all, you see. . . .
" There isn't so very much that they cati do with them-
selves. . . .
" Well, my dear, it isn't as though we was octopuses, is
it? all legs and arms and things. . .
" His Grace had *a sort of joking way of saying, c All the
world's a stage, my girl'...."
Mrs Tewler went to the Public Library afterwards and
with the librarian's assistance looked that up in Bartlett's
Familiar Quotations :
"All the world's a stage,
And all the men and women merely players.
They have their exits and their entrances;
And one man in his time plays many parts,
His acts being seven ages" ...
Nothing in that.   It was a mystery.
" All they want to do is something queer and awful.
Would it matter—whether it was upside down or r6und
about, if the good people didn't make such a fuss about it ?
/ could never find anything so wonderful. . . .
" But good people say, c This is a sin', and that is
terrible. . . ."
" What is—exactly ? "
'* Doing all these things. And so they inake laws against
them and all that, and it seems to give them dignity, scfc to
speak, as though they mattered. Why should they matter ?
For instance, is there really any great harm. . . ."
Lost again !
ct Most people like breaking laws, just to show they aren't
to be put upon. If they'd been left alone, they*d just have

